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"Facts are so jumpy," she had said to Sarah. And
Sarah had answered: "That is why you married
Cuthbert."
Anchors! How sloppily people think! There is
nothing permanent about an anchor. To be at
anchor is a respite, a lull, an interregnum, the neces-
sary interruption of a voyage. Peace envelops you
and some unknown security, but the key essence of
this peace lies in the knowledge that to-morrow you
sail.
"I have known land-owners abroad who boasted
of never having visited all of their estates, but then
in the eighteenth century in England when
bishoprics were given to younger sons many a
diocese was never visited by its incumbent/'
"We none of us have a clean slate," murmured
Mr, Rpllit, wishing to console Lisa for her Polish
past (what she must have seen!).
"We are living in the twentieth century," Cuth-
bert said, "but there have been other centuries...."
His voice trailed off, he was receding into his sanc-
tuary. Lisa recognised with irritation this sudden
withdrawal of himself.
"I sometimes think that the world moves forward
very little. Consider the Greeks. Not that I am
denying what even a Christian might call the
miracles of science.*' Mr. Rollit laughed timidly at
his audacious use of the word "miracle".